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Among the

By Clifford V.
Gregory
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Read and there will unfold for
you a romance from which you
will learn how two plucky daugh-
ters of the farm yearned for a col-
lege education; how their father
gave them the use of a wornout
orchard to secure the money nec- -
cstary; how they grappled with
the apple raising problem and
Snyder, the sharper, who was cor--
ncring the apple crop; how their
ambition had much Jo do with
the futures of two young men,
one rich and one poor; how the
wornout orchard influenced di--
rcdily or indirectly .not only the'lives of four young people, but
college work, college sport and
college morals as well, and how
some of those concerned in this
idyl of farm and college were atj tlast persuaded to exchange ap- -
pie blossomsfor orange blossoms,

CHAPTER I.
11, daddy!"

Mr. Banders looked up
from the harness he was
mending In preparation for

spring's work to see his two daughters
standing before him.

"yPell?" ho said, with an inquiring
smile.

"We-- wo want to go to college,"
said Mabel. Sho was the older of the
two, a fair haired girl of seventeen.
Her sister Gladys was a year younger,
a short, plump little girl with unruly
brown hair and an irrepressible smile.

Their father let the strap be was
holding fall to the floor. ,

"What for?" he asked.
"To learn things," said Mabel. "We

want to go to the agricultural collcgo
nnd take .the. domestic science course.
If you'll come in the house I'll show I

you what tho catalogue says about it"
Mr. Sanders picked up his strap and

went to work again. "You're mighty
good girls," he said; "and I want to do
all I con for you, but I don't see where
the mpney to send you to college Is
coming from."

Mabel's, lip quivered. "Then can't
can'Fwc go?" she asked. ""

Her .father's eyes twinkled as ho
looked .up. "I'll tell you what I'll do,"
he said. "I'll give you girls the old
apple orchard, and you can use all tho
money you make from it to go to col-

lege with."
Tho old apple orchard consisted of

an acre of apple trees that Mr. San-
ders had set out several years peforo
with the expectation of reaping a
handsome reward when they should
reach bearing ago. But the locality
was not especially well adapted to ap-
ple growing. Weeds and insects play--.
ed havoc, and the orchard turned 'out
to bo anything but a paying proposi-
tion, i

Mabel turned abruptly and left the
shop, but Gladys sat down on a nail
keg, with her forehead puckered up In
thought After a few moments she got
up nnd went over to the window.
There bad been a bard frost the night'
before, and the apple trees .were laden
with n white coating of frost crystals
that shono and sparkled in the sun-
light

"It's pretty this morning anyway,'
she said. Can we really have It to
do as wo please with?"

"That's what I said," her father an
swered. "You'll havo a hard time
getting anything out of It, though."

"Well," Gladys replied determined-
ly, "wo'ro going to get something out
of it. I bcltevo wo can make that old
orchard pay our way through college."

Mr. Sanders, smiled. "I hopo bo,"
he said. "I'll help you all I can."

"I'm going over to Pearson's, this
nfternoop," said Gladys as they were
seated at tho dinner table that. noon.
"Do ypu want to go, along, Mabel?"
, "What for?" askqd Mabel.

"To And out how bo raises so many
apples."

"He's got better apple soil than wo
have," spoko up Mr. Sanders.

"Maybe that' Isn't tho only reason,"
persisted Gladys. "I want to talk with
him anyway."

Mr. Sanders had a three-ycar-pl- d
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many a lively tussle with it before it

quered, but now It was as quiet 'and
docile as could bo ashed for and would
follow tho girls around HUM big. dog..

, Gladys a ways Insisted hat Mollie,
as they called the colt, needed only a
;ihtje training, to rival T-d- Dlljoii. In-- j
deed, sho ftad boasted qt MolUe'spcefl.
qualities; so. miich that Mrsi, Panders ,

Uldtfiot .be$nduJcd, to fyo,'peb!nd.
,her, and BboJibW ;hrt breath . every
rlimo tuo 'ginsuTOvo out, jr. rno: yura '
'with" the coifl

Afto'r'tlfo dlnncr,dishe9''wero 'washed-''and- '
piVwn tho'gr)s; bitched. qlljf$

to (heboid fashioned square box. cutter
nnd pro 'oyer fa rQarsou t v tMr, PoarRpri; waB.n. somowhatiieccen- -

rlc' old fSfr "ECo spent most, of 'hla;
time' nbttVftii'srV'Hi'niinfl fnvh!a .orcbard1
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wcro forced to admit that ho raised
One fruit, but they were lucllucd to
give credit to his rich, somewhat
sandy spll rather than to his painstak
ing care. lie rubbed his bald head
iellghtedly when tho clrls told him
their errand.

"Of course you cau make It pay!" ho

mM tn Rpni, ,, ., . .

lege."
Thereupon ho entered into a lengthy

discussion oh npplo growing, which
bc ''? on,y h"!f untetood, though

they listened with growing interest
What you want to do flrf)t 8ald

Mr. Tearson, "is to prune your trce-s-
cut out about n third of tho old limbs
and let tho sutt h,lV0 a cuanco to get
In. Jeff's now, I think.
Don,t wanJ q Ql QUt nud
sce uow lt.s done?"

Their feet mado no noise In the soft
snow, and Jeff, who was busily saw- -

!nS 'nwny, did not notice them until
his father spoke.

Ho tumcd quIck,y nnd a,mogt fc
out of the tree in' his embarrassment
at seeing the girls. Ho was a, tall,
lank, awkward boy of eighteen, but
when his honest smile lighted up the
freckles on his usually solemn faco
bis ungalnllncss was forgotten.

"Hcllol" ho said in response to tho
girls' greeting as he started to climb
down from tho, tree..

"Hold on," his father safd. "Mabel
nnd Oladys hero want to learn how to
prune apple trees. They are going to
ship a carload of apples from their fa
ther's orchard next fall." And he
chuckled as he pulled off his cap and
rubbed his head.

"I believe you're Just making fun
of us," declared Gladys. "I don't see
why wc can't raise Just as good apples
as you do."

Mr. Pearson slapped his bat' back
on his head and drew bis faco down

"HAnitli AND GLADYS HKBH WANT TO
ZiBARN HOW TO TOUNE AFPX.B TREES."

solemnly. "I'm not making fun," ho
assured them. "Let mo take the saw,
Jeff." And ho proceeded to give them
a lesson in practical pruning.

"Do you sce how it's done?" ho ask-
ed as ho ilnlsbcd the trea and smeared
some white lead on tho larger wounds.
"Don't try to leave Dees loner enouch
to b ur sunbonneta on but c"utJL.'the limbs off close,

"We'ro ever so much, obliged," said
Mabel. "We'd better bo going homo,
hadn't wo?" sho added, turning to
Gladys.

"Come In and get warm first" said
Mr. Pearson. "Jeff '11 bring your horso
around In a few moments."
'Jeff's few moments was nearly half

on hour, aud it was almost dark when
ho drove Molllo up to the door.

"Hero's a few books you may be in-

terested In," Mr. Pearson said as they
started to leave. "Most of tho folks
around here don't think much of book
farming, but Just as like as not tboy
may bo mistaken." Ho chuckled to
himself ns bo closed the door,
N"AIn't thero something I can do to

help you with your apple trees?" ask-
ed Jeff as ho handed tho lines to
Gladys. "I ain't very busy now, and
I thought maybe"

"Oh, thank yout But I guess we'll
along all right," said Gladys.

Goodbyl" ,,

"Just ns if wo wanted a big, awk- -

to Mabel as they timed into tho main
roaa

..Jefflg good ,f bo ,g awUward Mtt.
m nn3Wcred, ..j aont Uo 'preUj.
txys "

.x "don.t ,lke nny kJnd o( boy saJd
Gladys, "Apple trees are so much
more Interesting

Mrs. Sanders mot the girls with n
wljjto faco. as tboy, turned into the
yard.

'Your father Is Jmrt awfully!" she
cried. "Ho cut his fopt while ho was
bopping wood, and.i,,can't soein to

Btop iiia hloefllng."' Sho ciiught her,
.breach, wjtij' ?v frjgitcped job. ,

"Did, yon' pudnq for tho doctor,?" ask-- ,
eu us suo sprang to ino grpuna.
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Gladys gathered, up tho reins aud;
aulcklv turned Molttn nronnil, '

"You can't drive tUat colt to town
in tho dark!" cried her mother .".eu
go with her, Mabel.'' s," '

'
' "riji not afiuld, mominlc,".BqUe up
uiauys. "lou necd Jiubol moro than
i uo. uonio on, Jioinei"

'it- - was six miles to Brighton, tbtfc
ncarertt place where sho could get 11

doctor, and Gladys well kiicr"fjha''
thoro was no tlmo to loao. If tlini
blefdlufe didn't sto- p- Sho leaned forJ
warn and spoko coaxlngly to Molllo,
The little ninro seemed to realize thaj
souiotinng, was wrong ana swun; into
a stride that madd Gladvs' hertjii4ll
with nrltloi . '

Tho fenccposts sped by in a long,
Jumbled procession, Just visible In tho
dim', ghostly snow light. Gladys kept
her pyes fixed o.n tho strip of whltv
road ahead. Just over tho end of It
tho north star shono brightly. Gladys
remembered (lie old story about tho
star that had led the wlso men ami
whimsically wondered If this star was
not there to lend her. On nnd on they
sped. Molllo never varying from that
long, steady stride that covered tho
ground so quickly and easily.

One, two, three, four miles, and
still the little marc showed no signs
of slackening her pace. There was
uo wind nothing but 'stars nnd snow
and that long, novor ending stretch; of?
wliito road. It was glorious, this night
rldo, or would have been If It wcro
not so grimly necessary.

"Can't you go Just a llttlo faster,
Molllo?" Gladys whispered.

Molllo gave n leap forward. It al-

most seemed as If they were flying, so
llttlo noise did the maro's swift hoof
boats niako on the snowy road.

Suddenly sho gave a leap sideways.
There was n crash as one of the run-
ners struck a stono that somo ono had
carelessly lost from his load that after-
noon, nnd Gladys dived headlong Into
the soft .snow at tho roadside.

CnAPTEIt It.
picked herself up and

GLADYS tho snow out of her
The soft snow had
her fall and kept her

from getting hurt. She looked around
for Molllo and saw her standing In a
drift up to her knees a llttlo ways,
down tho road, with nothing left of tho
cutter but the thills. In n moment
Gladys had waded through the snow
to tho mare and was loosening tho
thill straps. As soon as the thills were
unfastened she leaped to Mollle's back
'and headed her agnln toward town
and the doctor.

Molllo wns much better as a driver
than as a rider, and Gladys found rid-
ing, her without a saddle bard, Jolting
work. But she set her teeth nnd held
grimly to the little maro's mane, urg-
ing her to a still faster gait

She was almost to tho town now and
could see thu light In the doctor's big
house on the corner. In another mo
ment "she Was fit tho'dooi'." Giving
Mollle's reins a twist around the post,
she ran up the steps nnd rang the
doorbell.

The doctor's wife opened tho door,
"TJie doctor?" sho sold In reply to
Gladys breathless question. "I'm sor
ry, but ho started to Kensett Just
about ten minutes ago."

Gladys started back as if she bad
been struck. The doctor's wife sprang
forward aud caught her. "Why, my
girl," sho cried, "you're all tired out.
Come in and get warm."

Gladys shook her head. "I I must
catch the doctor," sho gasped. "lias
ho saddle I enri take'" . ',

"The doctor's wife, nulckly realfzfn
that this was uo ordinary call, pointed
toward the barn nnd hurried into tho
house after the lanterns It wos but
a moment's work to throw off the
harness and replace it with the sad
die. Gladys hesitated an Instant and
then reached for tho doctor's riding
whip. Sho wns bo stiff that she could
hardly swing into tho saddle, but sho
smiled bravely back at tho good doc
tor's wife as she turned away Into
tho darkness.

Kensett was directly west, and her
own home was straight south. If she
could catch the doctor soon enough
ho might still bo able to get thero In,
time. But what chance did a weary
colt ridden by wearier girl have
of overtaking a fresh team of brou
chos? Gladys leaned forward ami
fiiwlto cnnsslnjjly to Molllo. The little
ninro sprang nimbly forward, but
Gladys felt rather than saw that she
was not running us easily us ut first

Minute after minute passed and still
tho maro lwld plucklly to her paeo. At
last, after what seemed hours Of hard
riding Gladys board thp tinkle of sleigh-bell- s

ahead. She know tho time bad
como for the final spurt Sho raised
her whip to strl.o tho struggling mure,
but throw It In the snow Instead.

"Molllo!" sho cried, leaning forward.
"Go, Mollie, go Just for a few mo-
ments more!"

Mollie-gav- u snort that was ulnuw.
a groan aud struck ft slightly faster
pace. Louder and louder sounded thy
bells, and soon Gladys could s'eo the
slqlgh as, a black speck ahead.

Tjien sho called with all her might,
and tho Bound of tho bella stopped
abruptly. Ima moment sho was be-
side the doctor's cutter nnd i a few
gasping sentences told hor st6ry.

"Rldo u- - to the ,Qroys' n.d , havo
them put that colt In tho barn and
glve her it, good rubbing down," Jhp
doctor "ordered. "She's done a great,
night's work tonight, And toll Mrs;
Grey to give you Homo hot coffee arid
put you to bed!" Ho shouted thq last
words' back over hi? slipnldor as ho
turned quickly abound and commenced
his part of tho race with life and
.death.

That climb up tbc hill, to, the Preys'
seemed harder tp both Molllo and
Gladys tbfia 'jcill the rest togethqr., Mr.
Groy' lifted the exhausted girl from
the' saddle and led the steaming- - mare'

-

away to the barn, while, his wife put
GladyaailVibo big chalr 'back of tho
ttovo and set .tho old granlto coffeepot

'en to boll.
At home Mrs, Sunders and Mabel

Watched and waited anxiously. Mr.
Handera moaued nnd tossed In u fever-U- h

delirium,.. This towel which they
bail Uvlsted-ilghtly- , around his leg had
fulled to stop ;iho bleeding entirely,
and tho fucca of the silent Watchers
grow white with ;fcar as they saw tho
blood slowly oozing from tho tightened
bandages. ,

ky Tho patient grew weaker and more
ueiinous as tue Hours passed. Jilrs.

(Banders ran to tho window every "min
ute or so to peer out Into the darkness.

"Ho oihjkt to bo coming!" she cried
hysterically. "Oh, what If anything
has happened to 'Gladys?" ,

Mabel tried to comfort her, but with
llttlo success. At last they heard the,
jingle of slclghbclls, and almost be-

fore they had time to look tho b!g
doctor himself wns at the door.
' "I wonder If you can put my team
In," ho said to Mabel as ho threw off
his coat and stepped over to where the
injured man lay.
' Mabel rnn to put away tho bronchos
und then came back and stood holding
her mother's hands while the doctor
worked. Somehow his masterful pres-
ence was reassurlug, and they breathed
irqer lu' thu confidence that their re-
spect for his skill Inspired.

"There," ho said at last, straighten
ing up. "Ile'Il bo all rlcht now as
soon as tho fever goes down. We'll
linve hiiii on his feet again In a week,
it wasn't1 a moment too soon, though,"
ho ndded. "I want to tell you Mrs.
Sanders, that you have a daughter
to bo proud of. Sho saved her
father's lifq tonight" And .he pro-
ceeded to ,tell tho story of as much
of that loiicly night rldo as ho knew.

AVhcii Gladys camo down to break-
fast tho next morning an unwonted
pallor on her cheeks was tho only visi-
ble effect of hef hard night ride. Sho
stopped in surprise as sho entered tho
dining room door. A tall, handsome
youth, with tho self assured smile of
ono who has supremo confidence in bis
own ability to do and say the right
thing nt the right time, came forward
with n low bow.
jB'i'Hnrpld, Du Val!" cried Gladys.
" hat are you doing out here?"
, Harold held out his hand with a
smile. ".I might ask you the same
question, only, I happen to know al-
ready," ho replied. "You're a brave
girl, Gladys."

"You haven't answered my question
yet" persisted Gladys, the color
heightening in her checks, i

"Oh, that's easy. Didn't you know
Mr.--Gra- was my uncle? I've been
sick, and tlw folks sent me out her to
recupejrate."
:Tbe 'announcement of breakfast ont

slio'rt further conversation. After the
meal was finished Harold insisted on
bitching up and taking Gladys home.
i"ttbought you were sick," she said.
"I can-rld- Molllo Just as well as not."

"I'm not sick enough to let tho girl
'who used to work most of my prob
lems for me ride eight miles on horse-
back," ho replied ns ho put on his
overcoat and started for the barn.

"What have you been doing since
you left high school?" asked Gladys
when they were on their way.

Harold winced n llttlo at the tone of
her question. "Oh, nothing much,"
he answered. "Father wants me to
go to college, but I don't like to study
well enough."

"What are you going to do?" Gladys
'.went on. "You surely don't mean to
,'A'oh doing nothing all your life."
'viiWiiy not?" Inquired Harold as ho
tiltwHils bat a little to one side. "I'm
.having' n pr!tty good time as it is."

Vis that all tho ambition you have-J- ust

to have a good time?' A dis-
appointed surprise shone In Gladys'
honest brown eyes.

"on, come now," Harold answered
lightly. "This Is getting too serious.
Let's talk about something else your-
self, for Instance."

"Thero isn't anything to say on that
subject only oh, I wonder how dad- -
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djis' Ifyou don't stop talking and
dmoj. fastqr V shall' havo to get out
aiflVrido Mollie."

yinis admonished; Harold gave the
horsa'sharp slap with tho. reins and
during: the remainder of the rldo de
voted his attention entirely to his driy

,.GJ(adya found her father lying prop
ped- - tip. In bed, conscious, but very
weak from loss of blood. He clasped
tier, band tightly nnd called her hla
bravo girl, and slip, blushed and said
she; hadn't done anvthlmr. but for nil
that hey sctyncd to, understand ope
qno'tkf r .better froni that time on than
.tbe'yshad ever dofio before,
"tr. Banders, was able t6. be around

tee aid, of a crutch in, a, row,

days, but it was a I0115 time Ijcfbro fc!.

foot was entirely wclb
The went tier turned cold for several

wec'ka after thin, but 'when it did in

up tho glrla started out- to
prune, their npplo trees'. Tboy had'
only ono saw, and that was far from
sharp, but they took turns sawing,
and, piling brush. It wns hard work,
butf'they kept resolutely at it arid,
mado good progress'. Ono day Gladys
was working alone down- near the
road when Jctf Pearson drovo up to
the fence.

"IIOIIO. Gladys!" ho called, a llttlo
diffidently, as he Jumped to tho ground
nnd tied his horse to a post "Don't
you want some help?"

"Oh. I'm petting along very nicely,"
replied Gladys, sawing- - away , vigor-
ously.

Jeff camo over and stood beneath
the tree where sho wns at work.
"Isn't that pretty hard work?" ho
asked.

"Well, a little," sho confessed. "But
we've trimmed tventy-fiv- o already,
nnd there's only ten more to do."

"Let me do that while you rest,"
persisted Jcfr. seizing a limb and pull-
ing himself up Into the tree.

"Well, since you want to so badly, I
suppose I'll have to lot you," Gladys
said as sho reluctantly handed him tho
saw.

"Where did yon learn to bo so po-

lite':" nfked Jeff.
Gladys mik'd a little. "I'm not bo-

lus very nice, am I?" sho Paid. "But
hcy are ywli nuisances"

'iSe sentence ended In a half stifled
cry us the limb on which she was
wilting suddenly gave way with a loud
crack. It was not very far to the
ground, and the fall did not hurt her
In the least that Is. nothing but her
pride.

"That was thu llnc.st branch on tho
whole tree." said Jeff regretfully ns
pooh ns he raw that sho wasjiiiliurt
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"I? It fiadVt been for yod, Jon Pear-
son, it would never1 have happened. I
don't care if I break them nil off now,"
and, grasping tile broken stub, she
swung herself up and sat down on
another branch.

"I don't believe there's any danger
of thls.oito breaking," ,snld Jeff leas-Ingl- y

as he sat down beside her. Ho
'Beemed t6 bo rapidly getting over his
diffidence.

Gladys turned her head away and
did not deign a reply.

"Say, Gladys," spoke up Jeff after a
few rnomenw, "I don't know what,
you're nbout, but I've Just
thought of a scheme to get double pay
out of the old orchard."

Gladys turned quickly toward him.
"What Is It?" she demanded.

"Plant something else In between tho
trees. Take cabbage, now. You could
raise let me see about 11,000 cab-
bages on nn acre. At 10 cents npleco
that would come to $1,100. It will bo
a lot of work, but I'll come over after
supper evenings and help you boo
them."

"And leave nil your chores for some
one else to do?" queried Gladys.

"I guess they'd manage It some
way," ho replied.

"And I guess they wouldn't. I've a
good notion to try raising cabbages,
but If you say anything more about
helping us I'll get mad, Jeff honest, I
will. You sco, father told us we could
have all that we could get out of tho
old orchard ourselves, and It wouldn't
be fair to let nny one else help."

VI don't soo why," objected Jeff. "But
you'll let a fellow come over aud
watch you once in awhile, won't you?"

"Y-ye- s; I don't suppose wc can help
your looking at us if you want to,
but Oh, there's tho supper bell!
Good night!" And she leaped to tho
ground and hurried toward the house.

To be continued.
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: MUSIC CONSERVATORY : ACADEMY
four modern building?; modern laboratories;
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campun; till butldion heated from pne beating plant; lighted by
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T. J. ISBELL, f--

who is still doing busi-
ness at the old stand Si
and looks after all his -- .

business. He does the
best Horseshoeing and
Blacksmithing done in
the city. Bring me
your business. sr.

J. T. ISBELL,
S. W. Cor. Jefferson Avenue

and Morgan Street,
MARSHALL, MISSOURI.

MARSHALL, MO.

i It Will Pay You to Call on g

OSTEOPATHS
is .a scientific method of treating all classes of dis-

eases, by correcting , asy and all deviations in the
body make-u- p, that each and every part of the body
may do its. work, and have a normal blood' and
.nerve supply.

DRS. HUGKLES & NUCKJLES,
Marshall Building, orth Side Square Mariball, Mb.,


